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ST. JOSEPH

AT WORK

A tarnished apron used and soiled,
Shows marks of how a poor man toiled.
Fatherly face with clear blue eyes,
Rest their gaze on heavenly skies.

Working

now, though not in vain,

Awaiting the day when

the Sabbath will reign.

—RuicHarp

SCHWAGERL.
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Gilbert Keith Chesterton
®

By

FRANK

The
Ballad

Kapp

‘“whole-Chesterton”
of the White

as

reflected

in

The

Horse.

ity arrayed against the invading hordes of paganism
(Danes). Alfred, who personifies the English Catholic
Church, asks the Mother of God for a sign of victory,
but a voice “human and high up like a cottage climbed
among the clouds’ answers:
[«

A

RARE

GEM,

G.

K.

Chesterton—poet,

novelist, critic, essayist, and philosopher—reflects
so many facets of creative genius that we hardly know
how to characterize him. Father Feeney tries to
solve this problem by calling him a metaphysician
since it is as a poet, philosopher, and mystic that
Chesterton deals with the intrinsic attributes of
metaphysics: the beautiful, the true, and the good.
The solution does seem to satisfy, for perhaps no
other poem, as we shall see, gives such a full-sized
portrait of this “whole Chesterton” as does The Ballad of the White Horse.
The origin of the Ballad goes back to Chesterton’s
early years. A great white horse had been the romance
of his childhood; legends of the figure of a white
horse reputed to be the ensign of the early Saxons
colored much of his reading; his honeymoon with
Frances Blogg Chesterton under the sign of the White
Horse at Ipswich had been for him “a trip to fairyland”; visions of a white horse haunted his later years,
so much so that Chesterton could not, as he himself

says, “see a big white horse in the street without

a

sudden sense of indescribable things.” In The Ballad
of the White Horse he depicts the forces of Christian-

I tell you
Yea,
Save that
And

naught
naught
the sky
the sea

for your comfort,
for your desire
grows darker yet,
rises higher.

Night shall be thrice night
And heaven an iron
Do you have joy without
Yea, faith without a

over you,
cope,
a cause,
hope?

Yet Alfred, undaunted, gathers together the Christian chiefs of the western world. Eldred and Mark and
Colan of Caerlton he summons—Eldred the Franklin
with “the great and foolish heart,” Mark a “man from
Italy,” Colan of Caerlton, mad with the madness that
God laid upon the Gaels of Ireland, “gay when he
held the sword” but “sad when he held the harp.”
Staunch

as

a Roman

wall,

Alfred

and

his

thanes

resist the attack of the enemy, but they are too weak.
The sky growing darker obscures the light, and the
sea rising higher floods Alfred’s Christian land with
error. Eldred and Mark and Colan of Caerlton fall “in

the sea of agony” and “die without a sound.” Alfred
Page three

alone is left. Latting his horn, he blows a blast which
thunders in the ears of his routed soldiers calling them
back to battle. And looking up,
One

instant in a

still light,

ar secluded in a musty garret and pondering abstract
ideas.

Over the iron forest

He saw Our Lady stand;
Her eyes were sad withouten art,
seven swords were in her heart—
But one was in her hand.

A handful of Christian men with maimed limbs and

mangled hearts continue fighting, and fight gloriously.
The tide turns. Light dawns, Christianity triumphs!
Alfred, branishing
of victory.

the sword

of truth,

sings his

As a poet, Chesterton is magnificent in The Ballad
of the White Horse. Vivid, colorful imagery, forceful,
virile diction, Homeric stanzas of a warrior’s struggle,
crescendos and decrescendos of human emotions like
the movement of turbulent seas—these are the poetic
qualities which make the Ballad a great piece of literature.

stance as, for example, black trees on the battle-height
and black thorns on Ethandune, scenes that are little

and terrible as “key-holes of heaven and hell,” greed
that’s an ape and pride that’s an ass. By what might
seem fantastic imagery Chesterton emphasizes simple,
basic truths. His imagination is fertile, his sense of
reality keen, and because of these traits he uses imag-

ery which in other poets would be affected.

hears,

despite

the

din

of battle,

the

scamper-

ing sound of a rabbit’s paw. It is at the height of
intense emotion that we see and hear Chesterton the
verbs

of action

strikes our dramatic
And

resound

all about

nerve.

long ere the noise of armour,

An hour ere the break of light,
Page four

us,

suspense

was

indeed

abstract,

but

he

was

neither

Imprisoned in the Danish camp of pagan philosophies, Alfred is forced to hear Danish comrades playing their harps and singing, with raucus animation,
songs resonant with errors which have pervaded society even to this our day. Then in a moment of
courageous audacity Alfred seizes his own harp, smites
its strings, and sings a Christian paean of love which
echoes through the whole Danish camp:
our

God

hath

blessed

creation,

Calling it good. I know—
What spirit with whom you blindly band
Hath blessed destruction with this hand;
But by God’s death the stars shall stand
And the small apples grow.

Alfred’s song contains the message which Chesterton for more than fifty years was broadcasting to

philosophers and historians alike.

Joseph J. Reilly has said that Chesterton as a
philosopher was concerned primarily with the question, How

The tempo of the Ballad’s meter throbs with the
beat of militant hearts. While on the very crest of
an emotional and poetic surge, Chesterton can still
focus attention upon trivial but impressive details, details which bring home to the reader the reality of
the vision being seen or the battle being fought.
Though in the throes of a decisive fight, Chesterton’s

poet:

He

emaciated (certainly not!) nor isolated from mankind
by any insular egoism. He was quite the contrary! He
knew that thought must eventually be tested on the
field of action and that truth must be defended by
more than subtle arguments. For Chesterton truth was
an obsession. Surface superficialities of the past and
present he scorned; it was the deeper meaning behind
history that he sought, not the interpretation given
by materialists of his day.

For

Chesterton’s imagery is not simply a puff of airy
words drifting into nebulous regions and _ signifying
nothing. Behind his imagery is much ponderable sub-

Alfred

birds sprang clamouring harsh and high,

must not associate him with the wan, emaciated schol-

Her dress was soft as western sky
And she was a queen most womanly
But she was a queen of men.

And
song

The

And the rabbits ran like an elves’ army
Ere Alfred came in sight.

When we think of Chesterton as a philosopher we

He saw Our Lady then,

And

The woods awoke with crash and cry,

to live? Because

Chesterton

had discovered

the why of life he could answer the question, how
to live? And his answer was based essentially upon an
optimistic realism—the direct antithesis of that realism which pessimists like Hardy would have us _believe as synonymous with futility and frustration. The
Ballad of the White Horse reflects clearly this philosophy of G. K. Chesterton: this realism of inevitable
failures, this optimism of eventual success.
Chesterton could turn the simplest truth into the
most startling paradox, but in the idea of an apostolic
mysticism he found no paradox. An aggressive, apos-

tolic spirit—like that reflected in the Ballad—was

to

Chesterton, not the contradiction of a complete aban(Continued

on

Page

16)

Rex Goes To War
@® By Martin

Spaniels, German

Shepherd dogs and many other sim-

ilar breeds or crossbreeds of these.
As soon as Rex has passed his induction preliminary

KELLER

exams, he is taken

into camp

for eight weeks

of basic

training. His aptitudes are measured and he is accordingly classified for sentry and attack service, red cross
work, messenger or supply corps. Competent managers
and trainers are put in charge of his formation. He
will be taught to obey but one master. In the attack
service Rex is trained to attack any soldier other than
his master. But so thorough and prompt must his
obedience be, that at a single command he will instantly cease his thrust. Red Cross dogs are trained
along different lines, their work being mainly one of
secking out the wounded and of bringing rescuers to
the scene.

The canines help in the war effort.

A

RECENT FRONT PAGE of a daily Dayton

paper carried a rather striking photo. Posing
stifly in the arms of a charming Air Hostess and
evidently ignoring the attentions of a Staff Sergeant,
a disheartened looking Boston terrior was pictured.
The caption read: “Dog Mourns Death of Hero
Master”. When our dogs begin to make front-page
pictures it is time to sit up and take notice.
This is but one of the many indications of the rising prominence of the dog world. No less a personality
than James Thurber supports the theory that “it did
not take man long—probably not more than a hundred centuries—to discover that all animals except the
dog were impossible around the house.” The dog’s
domestic virtues are rarely disputed. Now, our all-out
war effort has led to a rather specialized exploitation
and mobilization of the military talent of dogs through-

out the country.
Through the operations of an efficient and wellorganized Government agency, The Dogs for Defense,
Inc.,

over

40,000

dogs

have

been

inducted

into

the

service of Uncle Sam. This agency has established
“induction centers” throughout the States and in
Hawaii. To pass the preliminaries the dog must measure twenty inches at the shoulder and tip the scales
at a good fifty pounds or better. The age limit is low
—five years at the outset. Among the approved breeds

of dogs are Airdales, Alaskan Malamutes,
tiffs, Collies,

Eskimo

Huskies,

Pointers,

Bull MasIrish Water

His basic training completed, Rex will be sent to
any of the widely scattered scenes of combat. He will
serve with either the Army, Navy, Marines or Coast
Guard, depending on the circumstances of his induction. The boys “over there” welcome the arrival of
Rex and his companions. It means reinforcement
where it is most needed. Man is not fitted nor can
he be trained to fulfill the missions and duties which
Rex will assume with little difficulty. His color acts as
a natural camoulflage and offers a difficult target for
enemy fire, and he is faster and more sure-footed. Officials report that one soldier and a good sentry dog can
handle the job more effectively than five soldiers. That
means conservation of much needed manpower to be
applied to tasks more urgent.
All dogs enlisted in the K-g Corps are not sent
abroad to engage in actual combat duty. Many are
used on the home front guarding military installations,
defense plants, and patrolling beaches. Other dogs,
who,

unfortunately

must

receive the 4-F classification,

are likewise gainfully employed in non-combatant service, and thus help to send a 1-A dog to the front.
It is a dangerous game that Rex must play, matching wits with a far superior enemy. Sooner or later
the fatal shell may find its mark. If that happens, his
owner will receive notice from the Department of
War, offering condolence and appreciation for services
rendered. Surely, the knowledge that his dog has been
killed in the service of our country—more than a
privilege for any dog—will help to lessen the pangs
of regret on the part of the owner.
The dog has won the traditional honor of being
man’s best animal friend. In this time of stress he
has proved himself worthy of that honor. “A friend

in need is a friend indeed.”
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A bit of nature study.

F

LYING SQUIRRELS have for many years lived
at our home. At dusk we can see them sailing
from tree to tree. Instead of travelling along the
ground they climb to the top of one tree and glide
down to another that is near by. Then they scamper
to a higher branch and fly down again, repeating this
procedure until they reach their destination.
They

enjoy,

to Mother’s

dismay,

scaring

the

birds

away and building their homes in the bird houses. We
found by experience that if we knocked on a tree that
had a bird house attached to its limb, and if a squirrel
was in the house he would stick his head out of the
entrance. One day last summer we tried to show off
our pets by pounding on a tree where we believed a
family of them lived. Just as we thought, one peeked
out at us. Then we decided to take down the bottom
half

of

the

house

which

was

detachable,

and

see

if

there were any young squirrels there. To our surprise
we found four little ones not more than three or four
days old. All four could easily curl up in the palm
of a hand. Their heads were large in comparison with
their small bodies, and because this type of squirrel
is more active at night than in the day, their eyes
were large and black, almost pop-eyed. ‘Their tales
were long and narrow with just a little fur on them.
Just like their parents they had a web extending from
the front feet to their hind feet. When these youngsters were older they would use this web as a wing on
a plane.

enough to gnaw through the thick shell of the nuts,
consequently we had to crack each nut into smaller
pieces. They were very cute while eating; they would
sit up and hold their food in their front paws while
they nibbled it. Later different kinds of melon seeds
and sunflower seeds were added to the list of food.
As they grew their bodies became less and _ less
out of proportion. Their fur grew glossier and turned
to a darker shade of gray. Their tails were wider and
furrier too. In just a short time they became very attractive little animals.
We had a cage built for them with sticks nailed in
it for them to climb on. We found a gourd with a
long neck and made a hole in it. Even before we
could get it placed in the cage they climbed in. They
enjoyed it very much and spent most of the daylight
hours in it. Only one thing was wrong. They would
fuss at each other when more than one would try to
get out at the same time. We settled this problem by
making three holes.

would

They enjoyed being let loose in the room. They
would climb on every object, even up the curtain.
They thoroughly enjoyed getting on a high table or
on a curtain rod and gliding suddenly down on some
unsuspecting person’s head or shoulder. And too, they
would sneak quietly into our pockets to curl up and
sleep.

The first problem facing us was what and how to
feed the newcomers. Since we knew they should have
milk we got a medicine dropper and warmed some
diluted milk in an egg cup. After quite a struggle they

Our whole family had great fun watching these
little creatures of the animal kingdom grow from
babies to full grown squirrels. We spent much time
observing our little pets that could both climb and
fly. We had them for about a year and then we let

learned to drink it. Even when they were grown they

them go back to Nature. We

would take milk from a medicine dropper. Gradually
by experimenting we increased their menu to apples,
bread and hickory nuts. Their teeth were not strong

them and each time we see a flying squirrel sailing from

We gave one baby to our neighbor’s young son and
kept the other three. Squirrels do not have memories
like men

have,

therefore,

in time

the

parents

not miss their offspring.

Page six

tree to tree we will hope
friends.

will always remember

it is one

of our three

It Could Have Happened
@® By

A story for the season of Lent.

|

HE

LOW

EBBING

SUN

able outcome

Lord,”

spoke

the

one

called

Simon,

“I

With a slight laugh Andrew commented,

of hypocrisy; and turning

tree, He pronounced

walked a long distance for their tread was slow, their
conversation was low and infrequent. Thirteen men
were in the group—it was the Nazarene Jesus and His
twelve followers. The three-mile walk from Jerusalem
to Bethany had been fatiguing—the hot sun, the dusty
roads, the scarce wells—and now the cooling shades
of sundown was a pleasant relief.
“Ah,

but

Matthew

broke

“Now that thou hast mentioned
not think that we should eat soon?”

am

I

“I would

in:
fish,

dost

thou

This met with universal agreement, and they all
looked at Jesus. Judas was already counting the money
in his purse.

“In a little while we will be at the house of Lazarus,” said Jesus, “and
drink.”

there we

shall get food

the

The disciples stared at one another, but as Jesus
was already moving down the road, they followed in
silence.

Jesus smiled at this. The others were about to furSimon,

towards

this curse:

“May no fruit ever come from thee henceforth!”

The next day, a report came to Causus, one of the
city authorities, that a dead fig tree was encumbering
the view along the road from Jerusalem. Causus sent
two of his men to cut down the tree. The trunk was
freed of its branches, and then put behind Pilate’s
palace, for use on a cold night.

keep thee awake, Simon, with a little cold lake water.”

ther tease

SCHAWALDER

fruit. Jesus saw here an occasion to show the inevit-

silhouetted the ap-

proaching band of men. They apparently had

glad that I need not go fishing this night. Surely
could never stay awake.”

Ropert

and

*

“It is a fine looking tree,” remarked James, “and
since it is in leaf it surely will have excellent fruit!”
The little group came up to the tree. There were
no figs in sight on the lower branches—likely other
passersby had consumed those. And yet, a closer examination proved that there was none of the eagerlydesired fruit on any part of the tree. Now this surely

was strange—a fig tree in full leaf and having no figs.

A tree with a beautiful appvarance and yet bearing no

*

It was in the spring and we were at Pilate’s palace.
A crowd was gathering in the court yard—a criminal
was to be tried.
“Who is the malefactor,
the crowd.

friend?”

we

asked

one

of

“?Tis Jesus of Nazareth. The priests from the temple
want to have him

executed;

that is all I know.”

Just then a cry was heard—yes, Pilate was coming.
With a strange, unexplainable sadness in our hearts

we watched the trial begin.
“What

“But look, there ahead in the road is a fig tree in
full leaf. We can appease our hunger with its fruit,,’
said one of the disciples.

*

shall I do with this man?”

Pilate was shout-

ing.

And amid the mocking smiles of the leaders,
terrific cry from the crowd answered the judge.

a

“Crucify him, crucify him!”

“Why

what evil has he done?”

But the mob
“crucify

him,

kept screaming

crucify

louder and

louder—

him!”

A riot seemed to be in store, so Pilate finally gave
in to the whims of the crowd. He took water and
washed his hands saying:
(Continued

on

Page

16)
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Summer

Night...
Something weird about
this summer night.

W

® By

HENEVER

I REMEMBER

starlit

I don’t

night,

know

“No,

that
whether

exciting,
to

get

mad, or scared, or just laugh about the whole thing.
I certainly was scared at the time. And _ those girls
in the back seat—Gee! I can hear ’em yelling now.
It makes me shudder just to think about it.

“Where

feather

caught

on

a

warm,

spring

breeze;

about

twelve-thirty,

all conversations

question:

“What

drifted

ya gonna

afterwards?”

do

‘There were twelve at our table; three couples came
in Bill’s car and three in Curt’s; Ginny and I were
with Bill. It was Curt who seemed to have the floor
concerning “Where ya goin’ afterwards?”.

“I only heard about it,” Curt was saying. “Some-

body else told me.”
“Aw, go on; you
at 3S-<
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can’t

kid us! You

know

where

been

there.

This

says it’s spooky

as

on

turn
the

at the table was listening
A deserted gangsters’ den.
course we all sneered at
haunted; but, anyway, it

The dance was over at one. We got the girls’ wraps.
went down to the street floor in the elevator—the
kind that makes your stomach wonder where it is—,
and waited for the car. The night was so fresh and
clean that we decided to wait outside. I can still see
the town. It was beautiful. None of the crowds of the
daytime with the men and women hurrying up and
down the streets with looks of worry and anxiety on
their faces, pushing and shoving into stores and buses,
and all going very, very fast. None of that. Just a
heavenly black blanket dotted with tiny diamonds
overhead; the glittering street lights below; and the
tall, somber buildings rising quiet and majestic on all
sides, looking as if no human being had ever been or
was ever meant to be inside.

the

smiles; the laughter;—no, none of us had any idea how

to the usual

never

it. He

is it?”

By that time everybody
to Curt. A haunted house!
That sounded like fun. Of
Curt’s report that it was
was something to do.

the evening would end. For three swift, electrifying
hours we danced and talked and laughed without a
care in the world.
Then,

about

“Out off of Fenwick drive, past Kemble. You

bustling waiters bringing tall, cool drinks to the tables:
the couples riding up and down the elevators, some
going to the bar in the Blue Room, others leaving to
take a stroll around town; the endless kaleidoscope of
party-colored formals weaving in and out among sleek,
shiny, black tuxedos and rich cream-colored palm
beach suits with summer green ties; the soothing smell
of flowers and perfume; the clink of glasses; the stirring, thythmic hum of happy voices; the infectious

around

foolin’.We’ve

GoLpKAMP

right on the first dirt road and then left
next one. At least that’s what Johnny said.”

It all began innocently enough. We were at the
Junior Prom at the Plaza. All the lights, beaming
brilliantly in the lounge and paling dimly in the ballroom; and the orchestra beatin’ it out, or else purring
away with a soft, dreamy, whispering tune—the kind
that lets you glide and dip across the floor like a
tiny

no

other guy told me
hell.”

Jerry

And the people. All wandering aimlessly here and
there. Not many of them. Just enough life to make
things pleasant. Many of the girls clinging fondly to
an escort’s arm. A couple now and then stopping to
and. then miraculously missing a window. Glossy sedans and convertibles crawling lazily up and down the

ans and convertibles crawling lazily up and down the

street. Mellow music drifting from nearby Motorolas.
And the doorman furiously honking Bill’s horn.
“Guess that’s us,” he said, turning from Sally for

a

moment.

We all agreed that it was.

“Say, Tom,

will you drive out to this place? I’ll

drive back.”
Ginny and I both glanced at Sally and Bill, who
were arm in arm, and then looked at each other and

smiled.
“Sure, I'll drive,” agreed ‘Tom; and in a few minutes we were cruising out Fenwick drive toward the
country.

Rolling along in a comfortably crowded car, hearing sweet and lulling music from a dashboard radio,
and with the windows open wide letting the soft,
warm air caress your face and rumple your hair—
there’s nothing like it! For awhile that night we
basked in the warmth of undisturbed summer and
friendship, never thinking that such pleasures would

soon be future dreams.
We

lay back on cushioned seats and drank deeply

of nothing. Oblivion welled in us.
But not for long. Our peaceful and cherished nirvanas were invaded by the voice of a supposed friend:
Tom Kennedy.
“T guess this is where we turn. The first dirt road.
Isn’t that right?”
We agreed.
“That must be it straight ahead.”
There it was: a narrow, crooked lane so covered with

weeds and brambles you couldn’t tell where the road
ended and the woods began.

“Looks like nobody’s used this footpath since
Adam.”
It was so hard to stay on it that Tom kept the car
in first most of the time.
“Go slow now,” breathed one of the girls. “I don’t
want to rush into this thing.”
None of us did. It certainly was taking a long
time to get to that house.
“Careful,” warned Tom. “I almost missed that one.”
He took a sharp jog to the right, and we found ourselves peering straight up a gradually rising hill. The
top of it was about twenty feet away.

“My Lord! What’s that?” screamed Sally.
“Where?”
“Stop the car!”
“Don’t you see?”
“Up there!”
“Holy smoke!”
“Let’s get out of here.”
We

sat there, turned

to stone.

“Calm down now.”
“Don’t get excited.”

“What is it?”
“It’s a man.

Can’t you see?”

“Yes, but he’s dead.”

There he was, hanging from the limb of a tree with
a rope around his neck.
“Are you sure he’s dead?”
“T think so.”
TAT S 80. see."
“No, no!” cried the girls. “Let’s get out of here.”
“We'll be right back. Tom, you stay with the girls.”

“No. Don’t go.”
“Come

on,

Bill.”

We weren't gone long. It took us about thirty seconds to find the blood on the ground dripping from
his clothes.

“Get goin’, Tom. There’s blood up there.”
Tom let the clutch out so fast that we stalled. He
was starting ‘er again when suddenly somebody turned
the sun on—or rather two suns, flashing straight at
us so bright that we couldn’t see, and moving steadily
toward us until they were right in front of our car.
By then the three girls were on the floor, and Bill
was crushing my knee with his hand. We hadn’t been
able to speak yet.
“Were you people looking for somebody?” came a
gruff voice through the open window.
“N--no, sir; we .. .” That was the most any of
us said.
Then a slightly more familiar sound came through.
“For sixty-four dollars: What’s the difference between ketchup and blood?”

Silence . . . jumbled,
and more silence.

fear-crazed

Then, finally someone spoke.
“Curt Robinson!”
“You... you... Tom, tell him !
And

Tom

did

tell

him,

with

Bill

thoughts

”?

. . .

bawled Peggy.
and

I helping

out whenever we thought of the right (or wrong)
word. Everybody was yelling whether he could be
heard or not, the crowd from Curt’s car laughing with
suppressed glee, and the ones from ours bursting with
sudden relief.

“What's the idea playing a joke like that in a place
like this?”
“Gee, did you jerks look funny beatin’ it back to
the car!”
“Was I scared!”
“Wait'll they hear about this at school.”
“You guys are pretty clever, aren’t you?”
“Where'd ya get the dummy?”
“Curt got it.”
“I’m glad it’s you, anyway.”
“I didn’t know that a man that’s been hanged had
blood on his clothes.”

“Well, this one did!”
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Past, Present and Future
An address delivered
of February.

during

the

third

@ By
week
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EMBERS OF THE MATHEMATICS Club
of the University of Dayton, honored guests,
and candidates for membership:
I am going to speak to you this evening concerning
the history of the Mathematics Club, stressing in par-

ticular the extent to which it has fulfilled its purposes
and aims as set forth in the Constitution. To some
of you this will seem a mere repetition of Mr. Murphy’s speech of this past summer; however, the record
of that speech was lost in the “shuffle” of our accelerated program, and it is in order that some permanent record may be made that I speak to you on this
same subject this evening.
It was in the early part of December, 1940, that
Dr. K. C. Schraut interested several students on the
University of Dayton campus in the formation of a
Mathematics Club. An. organization committee was
soon formed and on January 5th, 1941 the first meeting was held. Thus was born the Mathematics Club
of The University of Dayton. It has as its aim the
promotion of interest, through informal discussion in
those fundamental topics in both pure and applied
mathematics which seldom arise in undergraduate
courses. That the Club has achieved and did achieve
this goal from its very beginning is not a subject to be
debated; it is a matter of recorded facts. In its inaugural year, 1941, six members presented papers on topics
of mathematical interest and the Club had two outstanding guest speakers: Mr. Louis A. DeRosa of the
Electrical Engineering Division of the National Cash
Register Company who spoke on “The Increasing Demand for Mathematics in Industry”, and the late Dr.
Louis

T.

More,

Dean

Emeritus

and

Fellow

of

the

Graduate School of Arts and Science of the University of Cincinnati who spoke on the life of Sir Isaac
Newton. Prior to his speech, Dean More was guest
at a banquet given in his honor by the Reverend John
A. Elbert, S.M., President of the University. It was
at this time when the Club was still struggling to
maintain

CLUB

MATHEMATICS

THE

its existence

that

Dr.

Francis

J. Molz,

the

Jim

ScHULER

ber of the Club who in the estimation of the other
members of the Club presented the most interesting
paper of the year. This award was first presented to
Mr. Robert A. Stacy, a junior electrical engineer, for
his paper on “A Mathematical Solution of the Para-

doxes of Zenoh by the Theory of Infinite Classes.”
The winner of the award is at present Lt. Robert A.
Stacy of the United States Signal Corp. The officers
of the Club during its inaugural year were: Mr. John
Kirchmer,

president, Mr. Robert Stacy, vice president,

and Mr. Joseph Overwein, secretary. At the present
time Mr. Kirchmer is engaged with The Dupont
Corporation and Mr. Overwein, with The Inland
Manufacturing Division of General Motors Corp.
In the fall term of 1941 another step forward was
made as a Symposium on Applied Mathematics was
held on Dec. 13th. The Symposium consisted of a
paper by Dr. C. A. Ludeke of the University of Cincinnati on “The Mathematical and Physical Condition
Causing Resonance,” a paper by Mr. W. E. Restemeyer of the University of Cincinnati on “The La-

place Transformation”

and

a paper

by Dr. K.

C.

Schraut on “A Method of Approximating the Sum
of a Convergent Series.” After the symposium a testimonial

dinner,

subsidized

by

the

University

and

at

which the Rev. George J. Renneker presided, was held
at the Dayton Engineer’s Club in honor of the speakers. Also during this year the Mathematics Club Alumni Award for Excellence in Advanced Mathematics was
established. This award was purchased from a fund
established during the latter part of the year through
the

interest

of two

active

alumni

ef

the

Club,

Mr

John T. Kirchmer and Mr. Frank Bucher of the Electrical Engineering Research Division of the National
Cash Register Company. The award was conferred
upon Mr. Robert A. Stacy. The Annual Dean of
Science Book Award was conferred upon Mr. William
Fitzgibbons, who is at present in midshipmen’s school,
for his paper upon “Non-Euclidean Geometries.” ‘Toward the close of the year a steak fry was held in
Hills and Dales Park. In additionto the talks given
by the
Moore,

regular club members, Professor Charles N.
Director of Graduate Studies in Mathematics

of the University of Cincinnati appeared before the
Club as guest speaker. Professor Moore spoke on “Re-

Associate Dean of Science, desiring to aid the Club

lationship Between Pure and Applied Mathematics”.

and realizing the importance of material satisfaction
for meritorious effort established the Dean of Science
award, a book presented annually to that student mem-

The officers of the Club during this school year were:
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Mr. Robert A. Stacy, president, Mr. Joseph Overwein,
vice-president, and Mr. William Fitzgibbons, secretary.
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Mail From

/

Home

A soldier recently home on furlough made clear to
a newspaper reporter a point which should concern

us all. He said that he and his buddies would rather
remain at camp and read letters from home than go
out to try to find something to do. A private returned
from the Pacific asserted the same thing. Many men
serving their country have made specific appeals for
more mail.
Now all of us want a post-war world. That thought
constantly kindled within us is at times one thing
to keep us going. Yet there is the present to live
also, and certainly the men in uniform deserve every
possible means to make that present easier, more livable. One of the most powerful of these means is mail
from home. Letters are small things and seem insignificant when compared with the colossal schemes of
the present day world and the burning desires for
tomorrow's peace. Yet the saying that “it’s the little
things that count” speaks a world of truths. Letters
are little things, but they count a lot, especially with
that soldier or sailor who'd rather read letters from
home than go out to find something to do.
A film star a few weeks ago gave her radio audience something to think about. She said in substance:
Imagine mail call in an army camp or naval base
anywhere. ‘The men are assembled in a wide open
space surrounding an elevated platform on which
stands the most popular guy in camp, the one who
distributes the mail. You watch all these eager faces
whose questioning eyes are riveted on the soldier with
the letters, and suddenly you catch your breath. In
the midst of the crowd you see a yearning face which
you know and love so well. You haven’t seen him for
a long time, but you can remember things about him
as if he’d been here yesterday. It may be your son,
it may be your brother, perhaps a father, a sweetheart, a buddy, or maybe just a good ol’ friend. But
you remember him, and you see him there waiting

for the mail.
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Then the soldier is reading off names; and one by

one the men crowd up to receive their letters. But

that boy you know so well doesn’t move. There are
only a few letters left now. Most of the men are
edging away. But that soldier of yours still doesn’t
move. Everybody’s gone now; everybody’s hurrying
back to devour, first hungrily, then thoughtfully his mail
from home. But that once happy lad that you know
doesn’t hurry. He just shuffles along far behind the
rest of the gang, with his limp hands thrust dejectedly
into his trouser pockets, and his head bent low as if
he were looking for something on the ground. His
eyes are misty and for a while it seems to him as if
the earth is swimming away from under his feet.

He didn’t get any mail this time. And ...and...
God knows when the next load’ll be in!

That

soldier won’t

find what

he wants

on

the

ground. Inside of him he knows where it is. What he
wants is somewhere back home . . . somewhere in the
States . . . a low writing desk with a pen waiting, eager
to be used . . . and paper, envelopes, drooping from
a stationery rack as if pleading to be addressed, sealed,
and sent away.
That’s

not all he wants, of course, but that’s what

he wants that you and I and all of us can give him
—a letter from home. Home isn’t just a two-story
house with a place to eat and sleep; home is all
the people, all the friends, all the faces that one

leaves behind when he goes away.

How often do you write to friends
one time sweethearts in the service?

and pals and

Remember, that boy you know in uniform is only
as close to you as those letters are that you send to
him.

—J.G.

eg—te

School Traditions
Although several school traditions have been necessarily discontinued because of wartime conditions,

The faly and winter semester of 1942 and 1943 were
perhaps the most glorious in the brief history of the
Mathematics

Club. This school year saw the member-

ship swell to fifty-five and saw the Club gaining more
prestige on every hand. For the first time formal certificates of membership were presented to new members. Mr. William Fitzgibbons’ address to the new
Club members was published in the Exponent, the
University’s literary magazine. Dr. Francis J. Molz
was elected to honorary membership. In appreciation
for

this

honor,

he

established

the

Dean

of

Science

Second Award. The Dean of Science First Award was

conferred upon Mr. William Fitzgibbons for his paper
upon “The Aims and Purposes of the Mathematics
Club”. The Dean of Science Second Award was conferred upon Mr. Joseph Overwein for his paper on
“Calculating Prodigies”. The Club sponsored a joint
meeting with the engineering seminar group at which
Mr. A. E. Schnaitman of the Warner and Swasey Co.
of Cleveland spoke on the “Desirable Educational
Qualifications of an Engineer”. A symposium was again
held at which Professor F. M. Tiller of Vanderbilt
University and Dr. K. C. Schraut delivered papers.
Near the end of the year a banquet was held at the
Wishing Well in Centerville. At the banquet a V-mail
letter, signed by all of the Club members, was sent to
Lt. Stacy who was then stationed in England. At the
final meeting Dr. K. C. Schraut spoke on “The Con-

cepts

of a Mathematical

Infinity”.

Professor

Louis

Brand of the University of Cincinnati was to have
been the guest speaker, but he was unable to attend
the meeting due to unexpected war-time duties. At
Mathematics Club Alumni
the
Commencement
Awards for Excellence in Advanced Mathematics were
conferred upon Mr. Jack Homan in the Senior Class
and upon Louis J. Synck in the Junior Class. At present Mr. Homan is an aviation cadet in engineering
and Mr. Synck is in midshipman’s school. ‘The officers
during this year were: Mr. Joseph Overwein, president,
Mr. William Fitzgibbons, vice-president, and Mr. Eugene Schuler, secretary. Mr. Schuler is now an aviation cadet at Middle Georgia College.

With the advent of the wartime accelerated program and with many of its most outstanding members
being called to the services of our country, the Mathematics Club faced its most difficult period in the
summer of 1943. Since that time the Math Club has
had three presidents, four vice-presidents, and three
secretaries. The membership has been reduced to onehalf of its former number. Yet the Mathematics Club
continues to operate effectively. It is, therefore, to
the credit of this organization that its leaders chose
to continue as an active student group. It is even
more to the credit of this organization that it has
carried on the earlier praiseworthy traditions of the

Club under the stress and uncertainty of our abnormal war time schedule. During the summer session,
Mr. Allan Braun received the Dean of Science Award
for his paper upon “The Duo-decimal System”. Mr.
Braun, the present secretary of the Club, was the
first freshman to win this coveted award. Mr. Jack
Homan was the guest speaker at the final meeting.
During the fall session, Mr. Richard Welsh won the
Dean of Science Award for his paper upon “Non
Euclidian Geometries”. A steak fry was again held
at which it was found convenient to bring dates.
Professor John Lighton Synge of Ohio State University appeared before the Club as guest speaker.
The officers elected for the summer
Mr. William Fitzgibbons,
Schuler, vice-president, and

of 1943 were:

president,
Mr.
Eugene
Mr. Norbert Giere, secre-

tary. However, before Mr. Schuler or Mr. Giere could
take office, they were called into service and Mr. Murphy assumed the office of vice-president and Mr. Edward Buescher ,the office of secretary. When

Mr. Fitz-

gibbons departed for naval duty, Mr. William McHugh became president. Shortly after this, Mr. Murphy was called to active duty and Mr. Richard Welsh
became vice president. Mr. Murphy is a freshman in
the College of Medicine at St. Louis University. Mr.
Welsh is a freshman in the College of Medicine at
Ohio State University. Mr. McHugh will take up his
duties as an ensign in the navy at Princeton University

late this week.
The policy of the Mathematics Club has not changed. You, pledgees, have not been asked here this
evening merely to fill the many vacancies created by
enlistments and selective service; rather you have been
chosen, after a thorough investigation conducted by
the scholarship committee on the basis of your outstanding scholastic ability and your continued enthusiasm in the field of mathematics. Yours was not an
easy achievement. You are therefore to be congratulated. We feel confident that the success which you
have achieved thus far in your mathematical pursuits
will serve only to accentuate your taste for things
mathematical. You cannot hope to be content with
your present gain and classify yourself as a modern
mathematician, for real mathematical study, I understand, begins only after one has mastered calculus.
This day and age has seen the greatest development
and widest application of mathematics imaginable.
There is no indication that a halt will be called to
this vast expansion. It is our hope that you will,
through the help of our informal discussion on mathematical subjects develop with it. That has been the
realization of the members of the past years and it
(Continued

on

Page

17)
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some have been courageously continued in the face
of personnel limitations and the decrease in leisure
hours on the part of the students,
The good old custom of freshman initiation. still
perseveres, although we who entered the University
before the war underwent a far more stringent variety
of physical and mental punishment. The Freshman
Court was held in the stadium under the blaze of
lights with masked jurors weighing each case. Punishments were inflicted on the guilty, although no fatal-

ities resulted.

Daily Lenten devotions still play a prominent part
in the Catholic student’s life during the six weeks
before Easter Sunday.
Individual halos accompany
these sincere students about the campus.
Although the annual band concerts have been of
necessity abandoned for the duration, the surviving
members of the defunct organization help bring about

the success of the annual Mask and Mascara musical

show. These entirely original opuses have evolved from
a minstrel show given ten years ago. By the time the
musical is presented before a capacity house, an unbelievably large proportion of the student body has
donated its various talents to achieve a glorious success. ‘lhe plays, under the direction of Maurice Reichard, have attracted the notice of other colleges in the
country.

Believe it or not, many colleges in the United
States have given up all thought of Commencement
exercises for the duration. The University of Dayton is
still holding and planning for Commencements, even
though they may not be on the same scale as
formerly.
These school tradtions make up a large part of a
college education and lend greater tangibility to the

spirit of the University of Dayton.

—ADELE

Kiopr.
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‘The “Dean”

perfect accord with the almost child-like manner in
which he lived. That he was at peace with the Lord
all through his mortal life was evident to all who came
to know him.

Perhaps

the

only

unfortunate

thing

about

ance of classroom humor.

One of his favorite pastimes was to dabble with oils
and paint various outdoor scenes as well as some indoor objects. He once confided that he wouldn’t have
minded some art lessons, but then his teaching duties
bore heavily on his limited time. His room was long
and narrow with his works of art lining both walls.
There was the odor of pipe tobacco, for he liked to
work with his faithful pipe. His desk was usually piled
high with accounting papers of his students, while on

the side was some unfinished painting. One of his fay-

orite pieces was a picture depicting a handful of strawberries on a white plate.

At

Christmas,

he sent personal

works

of typical

Yuletide scenes and gladdened the hearts of the fortunate few who were within the “inner circle” of
his countless friends. These rare cards always caused
quite a stir among his students, and many were the
envious eyes on anyone who received one of his masterpieces.
In the earlier days when U. D. was then known as
St. Mary’s Institute, the “Dean” played on a ball team
as a second baseman. He had a lot of speed, and it
made one happy to watch his face glow with pride as

Bro. Charles Arns, $.M.—professor, athlete, artist,
and mutual friend of hundreds of business administration students who have passed through the hallovyed halls of St. Mary’s for the past two decades. The
“Dean” will be fondly remembered by all his friends
for many personal assets, particularly
outstanding
among which was a wonderful, even disposition. As he
often said in his lectures on accounting, “the liabilities
must always be kept at a minimum,” so were his

school of business. During all these years he was an
inspiration to the students of his division. His memory will remain fresh in the minds of these students
down through the years. His work is a real contri-

with a beaming

peace,

drawbacks kept alwaysin the background. Always ready

smile, his simple rule of life was in

the

“Dean” was the fact that he never went out of his
own business department to seek new friends. To all
other students, he was not easy to get acquainted with,
though the few fortunate ones who did, never once
doubted the sincerity of his friendship. Many could
have profited much by observing the calm, resigned
way that he went about doing his daily duties. Especially during the period following his discharge from
the hospital last summer, he lived as he always did
despite the uncertain future. With an understanding
appreciation of classroom mischief, he was gifted with
the rare ability to retain his professional dignity and
yet enjoy the rich and frequently unexploited abund-

he described the old days when he beat many a bunt
or infield grounder to first base.

The “Dean” has passed on. He was at the University

of Dayton since 1919 as founder and professor in the

bution to the University of Dayton. May he rest in
—V.Y.
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We...
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WOMEN’S

OBEDIENCE, SERVICE,
APPRECIATION ...
The army is taught to carry out orders whether
they are forcefully or feebly given. Officers don’t always do the wisest thing, aren’t always the most experienced men in the situation, but their orders are
still the ones to be obeyed. This holds true unless circumstances have changed without the Commander's
knowledge. In this case the American soldier may
question his orders, disregard them and do what his
commander would want done if he were in cognizance of the facts.
For two terms we have had a contingent of the
army on our campus. We've become acquainted with
them, liked them,

them,

had fun with

tried to enter-

tain them, and found out we had some things to
learn from.them. Obedience could be the first lesson.
Teachers and parents are our C.O.’s. For the greater
part we may rely on their judgment and clear thinking and use reason to figure out the “why” of the
rest. We are going to be under “command” of someone all of our lives . . . Why not learn how to carry
out

orders

now?
*

Do you
Saturday
scrubbed,
drove you
shopping.
Now,

%

is not

so

much

time

for

mothers

to

shop, to dress their children in fresh, starchily pressed
attire. Many mothers are in war work and their chil-

dren are missing out on some of the fun and educa,
tion they would have had were it not for the emergency.
Here’s

where
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we

come

in. The

. .. Apa
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ed that we might conduct story hours for children of
war-workers in the new government projects. Children
are entitled to all of the truth and beauty in the
world today so that they may realize it in the one
they will make tomorrow. It is important that this
training should begin at an early age.
For girls in the education department
valuable training. Shall we volunteer?
*

*

it would be

x

No one will ever be able to realize the extent of
Jesus’ love for mankind and of the sacrifice He was
willing to make for them, but through the pages of
Lloyd Douglas’, “The Robe”, the great works of the
Leader may be glimpsed a little more clearly. No one
will ever be able to appreciate all the good He did;
not all of His marvelous works have even been recorded, but this book will make you more grateful for
the blessings of Christianity. Everyone should read
“The Robe” and acknowledge a resultant change in
his thoughts and outlook.
—A. K, B.

aj—te

RACIAL PROBLEMS

x

remember going down to the library on
mornings for a story hour? Your face was
your hair brushed neatly, Mother probably
down and called for you after she finished
It was a pleasant thing for all concerned.

there

EDITOR

possibility

has open-

The problem of racial prejudice in the United States
is a major one. Both the Negro and oriental races
have been unduly persecuted, although by law they
are granted equality with the white man.
Recent race riots in Detroit and New York prove
that the worst of our race problem has not yet been
solved, although our Civil War achieved the nominal
emancipation of the enslaved. There are still individ-

uals in this country, people who

claim open minds

and rational thought, who deny the Negro and the
oriental the privileges, economic, political, and social,
that are basically theirs.

In order to study the problems that exist between
races and to discuss possible solutions the University
of Dayton Inter-Racial Club was originated last fall
by Father Lawrence

Monheim,

$.M.

Now,

under

or discussion topics will be welcomed.
‘TOMPKINS.

“este

ARE YOU DOING YOUR PART?
Can you honestly say that you’re doing everything
possible to help win this war? You could say it proudly if you were dressed in the Navy blue of the

WAVES.
In this war you have the chance, never before given
women, to serve your country. You would have the
chance actually to be a part of our great Navy; the
chance to be important and feel important. If you
desire a chance such as this, volunteer for the Navy
and serve as a WAVE.
You would be as much a part of the Navy as any
man, earning the same pay, receiving the same ratings.
Various positions you can fill are vitally important
and numerous. As a test pilot you would investigate
the effect of wind stress on airplane models. Receiving
dispatches direct from the battle would be your job
as a telegrapher. You could be a parachute rigger and
guard the lives of the heroes when they “hit the
silk”. As a photographer you might work in the photo
section of the Hydrographic Office. You could instruct an aviation cadet on instrument flying in a
link trainer. You might handle the job of routing air
traffic, or be a secretary-receptionist in an executive’s
office.
As a gunnery instructor a WAVE aids young beginners, and as a pharmacist’s mate she may save the
life of a sailor. In aviation WAVES know their work
thoroughly. Many machinist’s mates knew nothing
about planes previous to the war, but they learned
quickly under expert instruction.
There is a big chance to succeed in post-war jobs
with the knowledge attained while serving in the Navy.

College women,

who

can meet the basic require-

ments, have ample opportunities to become an officer.
The Navy needs officers as much as it needs enlisted

women.
Wouldn’t you like to become

a WAVE?

Think of

the stories you could tell your grandchildren

you

United

served

in World

States overcome

about

War

II and

its enemies

helped

that much

—ELEANOR

the

sponsorship of Mr. Huth, the club is continuing, holding weekly meetings on Thursday at two o’clock in
Saint Mary 205. Representatives of all races who are
interested are invited to attend the meetings and
urged to bring friends. The meetings are held in round
table fashion. Contributors of pertinent information
—BEVERLY

how

the

sooner.

BECKER.
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C’EST LA GUERRE
At
is to
outs,
very

least one of the things that war has done for us
provide topics of conversation. Rationing, black
shortages — manpower especially — have become
important in our lives.

‘Take

men,

for

instance

. . . ha,

take

‘em

if you

can get ’em. Why, so many of them have joined the
armed forces a gitl has to be a Lana ‘Turner or
Grable to get anywhere with the few that are left!
A date? What’s that?
Remember when you used to drive up to a filling
station and yell, “Fill ’er up’? Now the attendant
takes your precious ration stamp, looks at you suspiciously, then carefully measures out your quota with a
medicine dropper.
With the shortage of gasoline and tires, we are
predicting that man will revert to an ancient and
revered mode of travel—namely, the horse. Imagine
going shopping in your latest Schiaparelli gas mask
and parking your horse in front of a fire plug, (or any
other place where you’re not supposed to). A policeman will pin a ticket on the horse and probably get
kicked for his pains—the horse’s pains.
Blackouts furnish good excuses for black eyes. The
old one about running into a door is wearing rather
thin. Our advice is to avoid black eyes whenever possible, beefsteaks being notoriously hard to get, and
when gotten should be used solely for human consumption.

Lots of women are working in war plants which is
sometimes hard on the younger generation. Mama
rushes off to make the 3 to 11 shift and leaves Junior
to fend for himself. Of course, he doesn’t mind too
much since he had some early training in the gentle
art of foraging back when Mama still belonged to a
bridge club.
Last,

but

not

least by

far, we

take

the

subject

of

time changes. Amusing. but confusing. Just as we get
used to the idea, they up and change it and we get
all mixed up again. Profs who have 8 o’clock classes
please note. One wonders about the swallows of Capistrano who are supposed to arrive every year on a
certain day and at a certain hour. Poor things, they
were fooled! ‘Tough!
Ah yes, we could go on like this for hours but don’t
worry,

we

won’t.

One

final

invective

and

we'll

shut

up: “It is all the war's fault!”
—Mary

CotrrerMAN.
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(Continued

donment

to God;

it was,

from

Page

rather,

4)

the complement

of

an entire self-dedication, as military service is the
complement of patriotism; or, still better, the apostolate was Chesterton’s expression of an unreserved
immolation to the cause of God and of truth. Perhaps
his mysticism is seen even more clearly in his penchant for symbolism. To Chesterton, as to Francis of
Assisi, all that was good or true or beautiful was the
reflection of the Divine Essence. For this reason he
could find in the most prosaic phase of life, a deeply
significant meaning. Failure could symbolize Christian
success, a scarlet scar on the face of a man struck by
a woman's cake could suggest humility which only a
laughing king can endure, or a White Horse could
signify the English tradtions of family life, honesty,
faith,

hope,

justice,

and

truly Merry) England
named _ reformers.

love

rife

in

before

the

invasions

Catholic

(and

of mis-

But it is, above all, in his devotedness to the Moth-

er of God that we see Chesterton’s mysticism. He has
been

called, and

well he merits the compliment,

Our

Lady’s Poet, Our Lady’s Tumbler, Our Lady’s Trouba-

dor. It is Chesterton the mystic who reads the pages
of history and discerns in every victory of Christianity, a Marian victory: it is Chesterton the mystic who
sees that the defeat of a new barbarism, a pagan barbarism, will be the power of Mary.

This is the portrait of the “whole

Chesterton”—

poet, philosopher, mystic—as he is reflected in The
Ballad of the White Horse. The Ballad was the one
work of his life to which Chesterton gave undivided
attention (he wrote nothing else while composing it);
into it he poured his whole spirit because he wanted
it to be a literary monument of that aggressive, mili-

tant spint which characterized his whole life. Maisie

Ward, like so many of Chesterton’s critics, considers
this poem as possibly the greatest work of Chesterton’s
life. It is she especially who epitomizes the lasting effect that The Ballad of the White Horse will have on
all who read and study it: “The poem is a ballad in
the sense of the old ballads that were stirring stories:
it is also an expression of the three-fold love of Gilbert’s life: his wife, his country and his Faith. And
as in all great poetry, there is a quality of eternity in
this poem that has made it serve as an expression of

the eternal spirit of man.”
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(Continued
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“I am innocent of the blood of this just man.”

If only Pilate had known that this Man was purer

than that cleansing water; that His heart was guiltless and spotless; that this Man was the God Who
had made that water!

of a fig tree. It was cut only a few months ago. We'll
use this one.”
Yes, it had
It was the tree
returning from
cross out of the

been cut only a few months before.
that Jesus had cursed when He was
Jerusalem. The two soldiers made a
log, and then carried it off to the side

of the palace where

the procession

forming.

to Calvary was

The frenzied, unthinking mob responded to Pilate’s
act with:

An hour later, we saw the cross on top of Mount

“His blood be upon us and upon our children!”
Three
prepare
shocked,
the rear

soldiers took Christ from the platform to
Him for crucifixion. We, deeply touched and
moved slowly away from the scene, passing
of Pilate’s palace as we went. Look, there

are two soldiersat the woodpile.

“Would this cedar log do, Flavius?” one asked. The
second soldier examining it, saw that it was cracked

near the center.

“It will never hold

his weight—we’ll

have

to find

a better log to make the cross. Now here is the trunk
Page sixteen

Calvary—with Jesus crucified on it. The fig tree on
the roadside, now was the cross on Calvary! Ah,
blessed tree, once thou wert barren—now thou hast a
wondrous fruit upon thy limbs. A fruit that will
nourish the whole world for ages upon ages, for did
He not say, “Drink of this water and thou shalt not
thirst—eat of this fruit and thou shalt not hunger!”
Oh, blessed, privileged tree! A short time ago men
scorned thee and thy Maker cursed thee. Now the
God-man clasps thee in fond embrace, and men shall
honor thee for ever and ever.

“Oh, the depths of the riches of the wisdom
God!

How

incomprehensible

how unsearchable his ways!”

are

his

judgments

of
and

(Continued

will be yours
organization.

if you

from

Page

11)

take an active

interest

in this

The Mathematics Club is now looking toward the
future with an optimistic perspective, based upon the
tradition of its past and upon the mounting and
tireless ambition of its inspirator and advisor, Dr. K.
C. Schraut. Since you are to be intimately connected
with that future, it would be wise if you were to obtain at least a scanty picture of the hopes and aims
of this organization. The Mathematics Club hopes
through its example and through the accomplishments
it has realized, to encourage the formation of high
school mathematics club especially in those high
schools which are under the jurisdiction of the Marianist Order. ‘The Mathematics Club hopes that in
post-war days it will be able to publish a newspaper

featuring topics of mathematical importance and
_interest to be distributed to just such high school
clubs.
It hopes to foster contests in these potential
high
school clubs to be judged by representatives from
the
University of Dayton. The success of such an under.
taking would be the fullest exemplification of
the
purpose of this club. Is would serve to promote
interest in mathematics to a higher degree than
any
attained before. It would serve to attract to
this
University many students already vitally interested in
the field of mathematics. Such are the hopes
of the
Mathematics for the future.
The Mathematics Club has accomplished much. It
hopes to accomplish much more, ever fulfilling its
own
purposes and contributing its part toward the
general objective of this University—the complete
and
harmonious development of all the capacities
of
man’s nature.

wet

YOU

AND

A STAR

Once I walked along a path
And came on a tall, aged tree
Whose massed foliage from where I stood
Belied its symmetry.

I sat beneath the tree and watched
A full white moon come up
The greatness of things impressed me as
I sipped my lonely cup.
Was huge and deep and vast,
Impossible that a thing so small
As a star could hope to last!

My

good

Simplicity’s too complicate,
You'll

Bomrorp.

never

understand

it.

The fish has nibbled but you have
‘Too much technique to land it!

5h

CELESTIAL

song is sung in primary key,

My love is for the essence,
My search is for the forthright

I said “goodby” to you last night
I know you didn’t hear,
You only saw smooth overtones
And the glitter on the tear.

Then you walked along the path
And even from afar
I saw that only you were great,
You ... and a silver star.
Kay

You've glossed-up fundamentals
With charming artifice,
“Till the shard of pink enamelling
Stands screening all you miss.

And yours is—concupiscence?

The softness of the soot-black sky

—Apa

SIMPLICITY

—ApA

FINESSE

Kay

Bomrorp

egj—-Be

Day turns a cautious miser, withdraws her gold,
Gathering it hungrily to herself in great armloads.
In her haste, dividends of golden cloud
Slip through her fingers.
She stops long enough to cancel their value,
Stopping payment.
Night, a canny banker, dips in a blue-lined pocket

And offers her interest in silver.

SEALS

PLAINT
The wind was green, but the hills are brown
The rain slants gray, the leaves will drown
Washed

of their color, who once knew keen

Shading of color when the wind was green.

SKS,
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Student Slants
MY PLAYGROUND

The other day as I was sitting on the porch watch-

I can’t help but feel that youngsters in these socalled modern times are missing a great deal by having
too much.

back
ing the boys playing in their yards it brought
young:
a
was
I
when
memonies, memories of the time
ster playing in our yard with all my friends.

—Marcaret
whe

Our home was in a modest section of town where

there were numerous children but very little money
for luxuries. My home had its side yard which was
mother’s paradise, the flower and vegetable gardens.
This was fenced off and was forbidden playground.

Behind the house was the back yard or the commun-

ity playground. My, what fun we had! The children
could always be found in the Ross’ backyard. The
other mothers couldn’t or wouldn’t stand for all the
noise that a group of children made. The back yard
wasn’t a place of beauty but my parents did not object
because they much preferred their children in the yard
than on the street.

Children now don’t seem to know how to have fun
unless they have the latest toys of all descriptions.

When I was a child we had to make our own toys or
improvise and use our very alert imaginations, because

after all were fed and clothed very little money was
left for frivolities. Perhaps that was good because I
learned how to be happy with little.
Many

times

the

backyard

became

an

enchanting

place of some far off land. One day it would be the

desert with a battle against Arab thieves or again the
wild and wooly west. We would have baseball games
which many times terminated with a broken window
in the rear of the house. Football games were played
with a ball made of oil cloth and rag stuffings. Of
course they wouldn’t bounce but that did not detract
from the fun. We have had golf courses built, which
lasted just as long as it took to lay them out. Camping tours were held and a tent was pitched that would
hold four boys. The tent was loaned by a friend. If

a tent was not to be had a bunk was erected out of
boxes and
boxes and
of town.

old rugs. Our wagons were made out of
wheels salvaged from the junk heap east

Then there were times when we played house. The
shed was our palace and that was one time it would

be cleaned out because we were immaculate people.

Many times we would be called in from our play by
mother who had fixed us a party lunch, perhaps not

so fancy but
kids.
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it would

be like ambrosia

to us hungry

Ross.

LINDY

MIKE AND

Some time ago Mike came to our Social Center
looking for employment. He is inteiligent and a good
worker but his vision is very poor, due to an injury

received in the first World War. Mike has no family,
nor close friends, but he has a dog which he likes

very
dog
time
part

much. When he accepts any work he wants his
to stay with him. After observing the two for some
we can understand why Mike does not want to
with his dog.

Lindy is a large police dog that has seen days of
great strength, but now he is old and crippled with
rheumatism. However, he seems very happy as long

as he can be with his owner. He sleeps outside of
Mike’s bedroom door
until Mike does. This
else to put his collar
places outside of his

and refuses to come down stairs
is because he will allow no one
on, and he must wear it in all
private home.

If Lindy does not get the attention he wants during working hours, he sometimes wanders off to visit
the neighboring restaurants in search for food. He is
usually successful, and seldom returns without a bag
of doughnuts, which he carries between his teeth. Ot
course, Mike is the only one who can open the bag
for him.
Mike and his dog enjoy walks together. Without
each other the walks would not take place. It is interesting to watch Lindy marching proudly, just a
step ahead of Mike. He seems wise enough to know
that his fighting days are over and that he needs the
protection

of his master.

He,

in turn,

protects

Mike

by keeping an alert watch for things that Mike’s eyes
might not detect, such as puddles or objects that one
would stumble over. Three sharp barks are his signal
if a car is too close for them to start across the street.

Only one thing will tempt him to leave his master’s side. Offer him a bar of Hershey’s milk choco-

late and he will stay with you till the bar is devoured.
Well, we are all fickle at times and so is Lindy.
—LEAH

PRINCE.

A GUATEMALAN
Under

the

title:

RETORT

“Guatemala’s

Hardhead

Ubico,”

the “Readers Digest” gives some fine facts about the
President of Guatemala. But to those who know the
country well, several expressions used by the correspondent seem somewhat inexact.

In the first place, Ubico is called “benevolent sdictator”. We Guatemalans do not know what a “dictator’” is in our times; Ubico is “President” in the same

way as Roosevelt is President of the United States.
He was unanimously re-elected in 1937, and again in
1943, and will hold that office for the duration of the
war even if the term expires before that time. The

National

Assembly

has decided

that during

time

of

war, the citizens do not want elections.

The President, though a man of great popularity
does not make the laws as a dictator would. The legislative Assembly has the task of making the necessary laws. The President is only the instrument in
charge of the administration of these laws, and Ubico
has proved himself an able executive. The President
has power to suggest laws, but if the Legislative Assembly does not give consent, these laws are not
passed.
Comandante
been

General

a constructive

man,

Jorge

Ubico

Castaneda

in all the time

has

that he has

been President of Guatemala, and encourages great
building projects. The National Palace is a monumental architectural work, but we are not indebted
to Arthur Bickford, an English Engineer, as stated
in the “Readers Digest”. Many of our public works
are constructed under the direction of Rafael Perez
de Leon, a Guatemalan engineer, who studied in
Spain and in France. The decorative parts, such as
the gold embedded ceiling, was designed by the Span-

ish decorator, Rigal. Other Palaces built during the
administration of Ubico are the Communication
ace

built

in Colonial

style, the

Police

Palace,

PalMoor-

Spanish style, and the Modern American Sanitation
and Health building. Many modern roads and bridges
necessary in our expanding country are of recent construction.
Religious edifices are also on the increase. Six or
eight years ago, the Government erected a beautiful
large church, the Calvary. Recently we had in Guatemala the best Eucharistic Congress in Central America. Great numbers of people received our Lord in
general Communions and the Government gave its
help to this religious fiesta.
The government of Ubico was, and is, good for
Guatemala. Consequently, most of the people want
him as President, but at the same time Guatemala

citizens do not wish the readers of a magazine, so
popular as Readers Digest, to be under the impression
“that Guatemalans have in any sense accepted the
authority of a dictator”.
—PrLayo LLARENA Murua.
¢
5
45—O>

COLLEGE...FROM THE OUTSIDE
LOOKING IN
A zoo is a fascinating place. When

I was—oh, so

big, I spent many hours standing ever so close to the
iron cages admiring the animal inmates, thinking of
their carefree existence and marvelling at their antics.
Somehow my experiences with college life, gained
solely by infrequent visits and collegiate acquaintances

have left me with much the same feelings.

| am in

no way, of course comparing these two institutions
or drawing a parallel between them but only attempting to point out the impressions of strangeness and
awe with which the unitiated onlooker is left by both.
There are places found in colleges which bear no
resemblance to those on the outside. For example . . .
the women’s

lounge. This expression, these two words,

leave me with a vague mental picture of a busy playground inhabited by frenzied females, searching violently for a fourth at bridge, or begging, pleading for
the answer to the fifth question in the economics
homework. The “caf”, my dear uninformed ones, 1s
no longer an animal, but rather a large white room of
the soda-fountain

variety, which

caters to the student

body to alleviate inevitable hunger. Standard vocabulary is tossed to the winds as “operating in the caf”
becomes not a problem for a surgeon at all but a
popular expression for the age old “boy looks for
girl” or, this being 1944, vice versa.
The aims of some college students seem obvious
. . to cut chapel on Thursday and to find a snap
course for three hours credit this semester. It seems
to be quite an understood thing with some to
“flunk” one course per semester and make it up at
night.
There is one scourge, however, to this blissful existence . . . one horrible nightmare which threatens
the lives of all from the greenest freshman to the
senior B.M.O.C. To evade it is sheer achievement.
My life’s ambition centers on some day seeing a
wide-awake prof attempt to inject one bit of enthusiasm into a group of his sleep-deprived proteges at
this ungodly hour of eight in the morning.
Yes, I frequently ask myself, “Would I fit into this
cyclonic existence?” When ignorance is bliss . . .
—Ritra

McGarry.
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Wate the ASITU
WHY

WE FIGHT

“easy-going” affair, and it was merely a case of choosing the least evil.

The sun was just rising over the small woods behind
our house. A light coat of frost covered the ground

and the sun shining on it made it sparkle. I got my
gun and whistled for Osky, my

resembled
was about
ears hung
high like

.. .

small dachshund,

that

a couple of links of country sausage. He
two dogs long and a half a dog high. His
close to the ground but he held his head
a victorious politician.

We started out just past the little whitewashed
springhouse and down through the cornfield. The corn
had just been husked and it glittered like heaps of
radiant gold beneath the tall shocks of fodder. ‘Then
we continued down through the woods where the tall
poplars were just beginning to shed their crimson
leaves. The air was cool and crisp and as we walked
along together, I whistled a merry tune and now and
then my dog looked as if to tell me that he was
happy too.
Just then the bell rang. I pushed my hair aside and
rubbed my eyes. It was then I realized that it had

all been a dream, a dream that I hope some day may
not be disturbed.
That is one reason why we are engaged in this
fight. We want to live the life we love, a life not
bound by the chains of dictatorship and slavery. That
is why we fight and pray for the country that has
providegl safety for us, the country which is the bea-

First choice of jobs was given to those who reported the earliest. The last was given the choice of
choosing that job his predecessors declined to take.
That pitiable person—barring no exception—was always I.
The job of scrubbing pots and pans was most often
evaded by my K. P. pals, and consequently I had to
fill that position most of the time. After the early

morning

chow

was served, a large accumulation

dirty pots and pans were thrown

of

on the sink board,

and the orders were to clean them within two hours
so that the cooks could use them

in preparation

for

the noon meal.
After gazing at the huge task for a moment, one
would immediately deem it impossible; however, the
mess sergeant wasn’t the sort of person to listen to
opinions, and so all excuses were ignored, and muscles
were put to work.
Sizzling hot water, plenty of soap, and a large steel
brush were needed to accomplish the impossible. Any
form of intellectualism: that tended to pep up tetarded one’s activity, and therefore, subjects that stimulated mental action were usually denounced. A song
provided a touch of grace to my whistling brush, and
listening to one of the cooks lecture on blondes and
brunettes boosted my spirits throughout the day.

con light of freedom, the United States of America.
—W.

DETTERLINE.

The happiest moments of my life came at the time
when I was dismissed. Although tired and fatigued I

marched out of the mess hall like a triumphant gen-

w5j—te

eral marching

along side his troops.

ious feeling of doing a good

K. P., THE INEVITABLE
K. P., I assure you, was never fun. I had the misfortune of serving that duty several times, and I
can’t say that I developed any sort of admiration for

the tedious labors that were involved.
Our mess hall was provided with five K. P.’s. Two

were assigned to washing the dishes, and the other
three were each given a job of either scrubbing pots
and

pans,

setting

the

dining

room

tables,

or

keeping

the garbage cans clean. None of these suggested an
Page twenty

I had

the glor-

day’s work,

and_ that

thought gave me a great sense of satisfaction. That
feeling, however, comes only naturally as a reward for
doing K. P.
—JAmMes

D.

MANTERE.

MY GIRL

wall when

I shall not start out by saying that my girl is the
most beautiful person on earth because she isn’t—not
according to the common meaning of the word, She
is not beautiful in a way that makes fellows whistle
when she walks by; that kind of beauty, as the saying
goes, is only skin deep—this girl has something much

nicer.
In

her

very

being,

her

character,

her

virtues,

her

disposition, and even in the pleasant inflection of her
every word, she is exquisitely beautiful.
She is sweet, this girl of mine, so kind, generous,
and unselfish. She never has a harsh word, a sulky

I come

Yes,

I finally

made

member

once,

when

I got

into

a bit of trouble.

It

Leaving for the army was rather hard but it is
completely over-shadowed now by the memory of my
first furlough. I chose to surprise her and the memory of her voice and startled expression as her eyes
flew open and she exclaimed, “Johnny!”, will live
with me forever; nor will I soon forget her fleeting

kisses or her fond embrace.

That girl really goes over big with my family, too.
They love her, every one, and especially Dad—he
married her.
—Joun A. Sporer.

it to the

dormitory

with

only

two or three falls. Although I am pretty well shaken
up by this time, I must admit that the snow looks all
right if there is a window between me and the snow.
It is a pretty sight to see the white blanket of snow
covering the ground with occasional shrubs sprinkled
with white breaking the evenness of the blanket. Gee,
I would like to see one white Christmas. Then send
me back to Georgia. For me, the disadvantage of
snow offsets the beauty of it.
—Burke P. Loxey.

disposition or a “long” face. She is brave, too: really
stands by a fellow when he needs her most. I re-

seems trivial now, but it was surely important then.
She was there all the time with a quick encouraging
smile, or a few light, almost unimportant words.

to it. There is a certain art to

getting around on snow. If I don’t learn that art very
soon, my folks are going to get ten thousand dollars.

wegj—te:

A SOLDIER’S PRAYER
Our Father, Creator cf all peoples, watch over Thy
children. We are here tonight in a strange land many

miles from

our loved

ones; yet we seem

close, thanks

to Thee O Lord. Bless those for whom we fight; may
they learn to appreciate more fully what we are doing.
... We pray tonight for our buddies who are gone,
but never forgotten . . . their bravery stands to us

as the true spirit of the land and people for which

they so willingly gave all. We pray also for our commanding officers; bless them with the courage and
wisdom so necessary for success in battle . . . We
pray especially for the enlisted men who will accompany us on tomorrow's mission; aid us in our fight for
freedom. This we ask in the name of Thy Son. Amen.
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OOPS! THERE I GO AGAIN
Yes,

here

I am,

sitting

down

in

this

white

THOSE
flaky

IN ABSENCE

From us who have not left thy halls,

substance called snow. I never had to get around on
anything as slippery and treacherous as this stuff, |
have waded through mud and water, but I never was
afraid of sitting down in it.

Accept this prayer before thy shrine
For all you spoke of once as thine.

Ouch! What the? I wish I were back in Georgia. I
don’t like being bombarded with cold ice. Down
home I never was hit with a mudball.

The names of those who could not stay,
We place upon a scroll today,
‘Their names, embossed with honor all, —
That rose to answer freedom’s call.

I guess that I will try again to reach the dormitory.
Every time I turn around I run into the worst obstacles I ever saw. I can go around a mud puddle but

I haven’t succeeded in dodging this snow. It is every-

where. The slightest bit of a slope turns into a vertical

Nor

bade

farewell

to classroom

calls,

We strive to see them, hear them speak;
Their honor, yet unfurled, we seek.
For them we rouse our weary souls,
Our boys who fill the honor rolls.
—Jean

M. Waicur.
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Book
THE

Reviews

SEVEN

GOLDEN

CITIES

bring
The

By

Maser

all the
book

exciting

ends

adventures

that

he

encountered.

satisfactorily.

FAarNUM
—Mary

ANN

FINKE.

Bruce

An air of mystery pervades the entire book, The
Seven Golden Cities. You don’t know much about
the Seven Cities except from the old Indian tales.
One story constantly reported was the large amount
of wealth that was supposed to be found in the cities.

SPLENDOR OF SORROW
(FOR SINNERS ONLY)
* By

Eppre

Sheed

The viceroy of New Spain, Don Antonio de Mendoza, eager to secure wealth in this new land for the
Crown, sent Fray Marcos de Niza as a herald to the
seven cities. Fray Marcos, a Franciscan, was the only
white man in the group that was sent, except in the
first part of the expedition. During the journey he
made

friends

with

the

Indians,

found

out

their

cus-

toms, and endeavored to gain souls to God.
Fray Marcos received his orders from Don Antonio
to exhort the Spaniards to treat the Indians well and
not to employ them in tasks that were not too excessive. He was given for a guide Estevan Dorantes
the Moor. Estevan could not be trusted but he was
half genius and very shrewd. He was to go first to
the province of Culican and work from there telling
the natives about religion and government.
Fray Marcos encountered many dangers during his
travels, yet he was very patient and made friends with
the Indian tribes. The description of the colorful and
picturesque country of southwestern United States is
very interesting. Accounts are given of the various
native tribes of this section, their skills in peace and
war, their family life, their morals and religious beliefs.

On the return of Fray Marcos from his long and
hazardous quest he presented his report of the journey to Mendoza. A military force was now to follow
the trail blazed

by Fray

Marcos.

Don

Francisco

Little

did

Page
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he

know

that

the

expedition

& Ward

Eddie Doherty has apparently poured his entire
writing genius into this little book of only seventynine pages in which he treats the Seven Sorrows of
Our Blessed Mother. Seldom do we find a spiritual
bock

that is as interesting and

captivating as a novel,

but Splendor of Sorrow challenges any good novel
that American youth might read. Mr. Doherty’s style
is so clear and picturesque that it may be said we do
not read the book but simply look at the pictures on
all seventy-nine pages.
Interesting, tco, is his method of presenting each of
Our Lady’s Sorrows. He, so to say, transports himself
back to Palestine and looks on as each painful sword
is thrust into Mary’s heart. With the vividness of a
modern reporter, he describes the harrowing pain of
each jagged sword. We, too, are carried into the
scenes: we see the Infant Jesus in the arms of aged
Simeon, and Mary; we flee with the Holy Family into
Egypt and watch with Joseph over the little Child and
his sorrowing Mother; through the streets of Jerusalem
we search for the boy Jesus. And then come the agonizing episodes of the crucifixion. Jesus and Mary meet
on His road of death. Jesus is crucified and dies.
Jesus, mutilated and lifeless, is returned to his Mother’s arms.

Jesus

is buried;

Mary

must

live

now

with-

out his cheering smile, without his comforting look.

Vas-

quez de Coronado was chosen leader of the expedition.

DonEerty

would

Mr. Doherty has a most attractive way of introducing

various

saints

into

this

little

book.

He

calls

on

Her Biooest Job
is War
Die

has

never

been

a time

when

the

work of the telephone operator has been
sO important

as right now.

For there are more Long Distance calls than
ever before. More are in a hurry. Most of
them are the urgent, vital calls of war.
Calm

in emergencies,

capable

and

courte-

ous, the telephone operators are earning
a nation’s thanks for a job well done.
Please

use Long Distance

If you

must call over war-busy lines,
limit your call to 5 minutes.

only when

it is urgent.

please

Buy War Bonds for Victory
THE

OHIO

BELL

TELEPHONE

CO.
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St. Anthony to help find the boy Jesus; and St. Joseph,

indispensable

tired from searching, is entrusted to the care of Brother
Andre. Often too, St. Bernard, the great servant of

supports

But

have

Mary, is invoked to comfort Our Lady in her anguish.

once

we

cherish

most—our

own

life; he

has

filled it

Bo.puc.

religion
victorious

and

mortality?”

within,

once

in our

we

hearts,

The men of the East may spell the stars
and times and triumphs mark,
But the men who are signed of the Cross

with the most beautiful expressions of the splendor
of sorrow—sorrow in which we play a foremost part.
—GasriEL

of

been

have established the reign of Christ
what have we to fear from without?

The style of the author has made this a modern
book with the modern appeal of speaking to us of
what

we

of Christ,

Go

gaily in the dark.

The way may be narrow and steep, it may be one
of sacrifice and sorrow, but surely it is our Road to
Victory.
—BERNARD

DOERING.

ROAD TO VICTORY
By

FRANCES

JosepH

w25—te

SPELLMAN

Scribners

BENEATH

We must often admit that “we cannot see the forest because of the trees.” In the midst of the excitement and turmoil of an all-out war we are easily led
by our emotions rather than by our reason. Emotions
often distort true values. Billboards, radios and movies,

magazines, speeches and books keep before our eyes
the horrors of the South Pacific. But who is there to
describe an even more terrible battle raging violently

within the throbbing soul of the American people?
With the eloquence of a patriotic heart Archbishop
Spellman decries the modern paganism and the materialistic philosophy of life that have invaded the
hearts of so many American people; a this-world culture that has been followed by an inevitable corruption of family life, a dulling of the social conscience,
and the abandonment of the very God by whom we
have been endowed with the very inalienable rights
for which we claim to be fighting. Without our Creator of what use is our Declaration of Independence?
“Then

we must keep God

in Americanism,

icanism

without

God

is synonomous

Nazism,

Fascism

and

Atheistic

for Amer-

with

Paganism,

Communism.”

There

is a fierce struggle in the soul of every American—a
struggle

to maintain

from whom
Here,

his

dignity

as

a child

of

God,

he derives his freedom and his worth.

in his

own

heart,

each

man

must

win

without.

Each

one

must

strive

to

live

his

a truly

Christian life .For what will it profit to emerge victorious

from

abroad

if, at the same

time,

we

do not

preserve the ideals of democracy at home with their
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Ernst

SUN

LorHar

Doubleday,

Doran

The removal of the German Tirolese from Italy to
Czechoslovakia at the beginning of the present war is
the subject of this novel, Beneath Another Sun. The

Mumelter

family was uprooted from its native land

by the German-Italian agreement for exchange of populations. In their new home the elder brother and the

sister, Andreas and Riccarda, become part of the underground liberation movement. The younger boy,
Sepp, earns a high position in Hitler's army by playing Judas to Andreas and his young American wife,
Given.

grandfather,

The

Old

Umelter,

en-

remains

tirely alien in this strange environment.
Pathos is one of the strong qualities of the book.
‘There are no humorous passages. The novel shows intensity of feeling in the beginning, but after that it
lags somewhat except for dramatic interludes.
The
change in location breaks the continuity and too many
new characters are introduced. The book lacks punch
but the setting is authentic and there is fine courage
in

it. Riccarda

is weak

strong love for freedom

own victory before he attacks those who threaten him
from

By

ANOTHER

skilful and

a born

in

character,

but

she

has

a

and her country. Andreas is

leader. The

American

wife,

Given,

has difficulty in understanding the ways of the Europeans. The book is a tragic picture of the moral de-

gradation
the “New

and

the seething

unrest which

constitute

Order”.
—LILLIAN GREENHOFF.
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ERNIE PYLE

_ WORLD-FAMOUS WAR CORRESPONDENT —

” NA FIRSTHAND REPORT
| FROM A FIRST-CLASS REPORTER...

‘ON EveRY FRONT I'VE COVERED...WITH
- OUR BOYS AND OUR ALLIES, CHESTERFIELD
IS ALWAYS A FAVORITE
Chesterfields are milder and better-tasting for the best

_ of reasons...they’re made of the world’s best cigarette
: _tobaccos — but what's more ... Chesterfield combines

hese choice tobaccos in a can’t-be-copied blend that
gives smokers what they want. That’s why your Chesterfields really Satisfy. They're the favorite of millions.

Copynght 1944, Liccerr & Myers Tosacco Co.

